CHAPTER X
EPILOGUE TO THE SUMMER AT NORDERNEY
I NEVER felt so fresh of light-hearted as during those
summer days in the little island town on the North
Sea*   Often, after a particularly stimulating evening
in the Villa Freswa, when I had put too much into the
conversation, I did not sleep as well as I might have done*
But one thing I shall always remember; for a whole month
I did not once yawn.   The whole atmosphere sparkled like
champagne. There was a tang and a sparkle in ait and water,
and the evening conversations in the Villa Fresena com-
pleted the feeling of exhilaration,
The enthusiasm with which all gave themselves up to the
sport of sailing was in keeping with the presence of the
Chancellor responsible for Germany's new bid fot sea-power*
Even I weakened, and day by day trusted myself to the water,
in the morning as a swimmer, and as a yachtsman in the
middle of the day.
The intoxicating effect of it all communicated itself to my
humble pen so that I became the chronicler not only of table
and after-dinner talk, but also of nature's moods, and when
I took leave of the Bulows for this year, I left with them the
following thoughts on Norderney's influence upon me:
NORDERNEY MOODS
August^ 1904.
In the evening sea-birds had flown in great numbers over
the little island town, a sign that the coming day would be
stormy. And indeed morning broke in tremendous tumult.
Rain and wind lashed the wanderer on the shore. Anyone
anxious to know what it feels like to be beaten across the face
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